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Summary: Bad things have happened, and two people have to live with 
their regrets... 


Regrets 

Title: Regrets Author: Sunny Category: Safe G or PG Spoilers: Only 
Season One Setting: Set in the near future (not that near though) and 
on Moya. WARNING: It's kinda depressing, so if you don't like sad 
pieces that may make you cry, don't read this one. I don't usually 
write such sad fic, but, well read the Authors Note. Don't worry, I 
may do one simallar but with a happier ending type thing. I don't 
know yet. Authors Note: Very short, just something that popped into 
my head one night and wouldn't go away. Authors Second Note: It's my 
second Farscape fic (the first one isn't done, but when it is. I'll 
send it) So be nice! Feedback is awesome, so please send it! 
(Criticism is good, keeps me on my toes, praise keeps me going, and 
flaming makes me want to wake you in the head. J/K) Authors Third 
Note: (and the last, i promise) uh . . . i forget, j/k anyway, if you 

are totally confused by this story, e-mail me and i'll explain. 


Okay! On with the story! ! ! 

I watch her sleeping peacefully. She always looks so sweet sleeping. 
In her sleep, the emotions she normally hides from all are shown in 
full force through her dreams. She can't hide them there. 

She is turning now, tossing around in her bed. Demons of dreams hot 
in pursuit as she runs from her fears and anger. But she can't run 
and I see the tears slide down her cheeks. 

Wanting to comfort her, I graze her cheek with my hand, and finally 
kiss her there. She stirs but doesn't wake. Instead I see her small 
smile through her sleep, and smile to myself. 


I hear the nagging voice in the back of my head 


"Go Now. It's time. 



And so I oblige, promising myself to come the next night, but I know, 
inevitable, I can't. I have to leave, and I can never return. 

And in leaving I realize I shouldn't have left her. The regret and 
guilt swells in my heart as I realize what I have done. I've broken a 
promise never to leave her. I never told her how I felt. Does she 
even know? But it's too late, she's already gonea€ 1 


I have always liked my dreams. It was against my training, but I 
still liked to dwell in the dream world, where anything could happen. 
It seems silly to me now, I used to dream of training exercises, or 
battles where I always won. But I liked them, they gave me hope. 


But now, they only give me pain. Pain and guilt. 

I see myself running down an alley. 

"John!" I cry out seeing him smacked over the head by a Peacekeeper 
solider. I watch helplessly as he is carried away from me, my own 
arms forced behind my back. I desperately wrench away, the adrenaline 
giving me strength I didn't know I had. I tackle his attacker only to 
find that there is no more Peacekeeper soldier. John is staring up at 
me from the floor of a cell. 

"I'm sorry." I whisper. He smiles through his pain. I touch him, my 
fingers instantly slick with his blood. I suppress a shudder, not 
wanting to scare him. 

And then I see the flashing blade slide quickly down his neck until 
it finally plunges into his heart. He screams. 

"NOOOOOOOOO" is all I can say. I feel the regret and pain that I 
haven't told him yet how much I care for him. But it's too late. Too 
late. I try to rebel against that feeling of lost time and wrench 
away from my captors again. But I watch, yet again too late, as his 
limp body is picked up and thrown away from me. And then the blood 
soaked blade turns to me. 

Suddenly I feel something cold graze my cheek. Johna€ 1 is the only 
word that swirls in my sleep muddled mind. I feel his faint kiss on 
my cheek, as if it's a million miles away. The only thought that can 
surface is 'cold and soft.' And finally 'loving' Maybe I have been 
forgiven for keeping my feelings from him for so long. And then the 
dream changes rapidly. John smiling at me, pulling me down the hall. 


My mind goes over the two kisses we've shared. And I want to cry 
again. I'll never be kissed by him again, he's gone. Gone forever. 


And just as suddenly, the dream and memories fade. Fade back into the 
bittersweet and horrible memories they have become. I wake almost 
immediately . 


"John?" I whisper. My eyes search widly around the room, searching 



desperately for anything remotely familiar. I feel Moya's steady hum, 
the cloth underneath me, the sound of my own heartbeat echoing off 
the walls. But I don't find the one thing I'm looking for. I shake my 
head. Of course he isn't here, he's already gone. 


End 
f lie . 



